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I am writing this out of duty. My heart is like a sponge of melan-
choly, and I know not where to turn.
8 September
Dabit's mother had likewise said that she would not be present at
the burial. She came nevertheless, as I did despite my resolve. On the
arm of a relative, the poor woman drags herself painfully to the family
vault at the very top of the vast cemetery. In front of the grave she
loses control of herself; her dreadful cries can be heard at a distance.
Then she tears away from the arms supporting her, like a madwoman:
"Go away, all of you. Leave me alone. Leave me alone, will you! I want
to leave, I want to leave. . . ."
8 September
Marc got back from Saint-Jean-de-Luz during the night Long ac-
count of the Iran fire.
Sehiffirin came to lunch, then we went to the H6tel du Nord. So
at a loss (yes, that is the expression), both of us, that I accept going
with him to the movies rather than returning home to read the proofs
of Volume XII (Faux-Monnayeurs).25 We go to see Broken Blossoms
in the new talking version; much less good than the one in which we
admired Lillian Gish. Unbearably cruel film. One touches the depths
of distress. One is sated with horror. After which, even the gray sky
we find as we come out seems to smile.
Robert Levesque comes to pick me up at eight o'clock and takes
me to dinner with little Johnny Biihler. I greatly enjoy seeing him
again. He is just back from Spain, having signed up as a Loyalist in
Barcelona, with his young girl-friend France, who has, it seems, an
excellent influence over him.
Reading of Montesquieu before going to sleep, after Johnny had
left me. Fruitless looking for a Villon and a Plutarch. My library is in
such disorder that I never find anything I want.
From the 10th or llth of September on: Cuverville.
17 September
I had a strange dream, from which I awakened just as it was turn-
ing into a nightmare; and this is what allows me to recall it.
I was in a bedroom in which Paul Valery, in bed, was dictating
as Milton used to dictate. It was clear that he was very ill, too ill to
write himself, In a corner of the room someone, who might well have
been Claude Valery, was taking the dictation; or at least he was
supposed to be writing; but when I looked at him, he was busy non-
25 This is the twelfth volume of the Complete Works of Andr6 Gide.